I3e                    THE TRAITOR.                [ACT in.

To my desires : he has prepared thee with

A story of my love, which thou reward'st

With too much humbleness : thou hast a quarrel,

And a just one, with thy stars, that did not make thee

A princess, Amidea; yet thou'rt greater.

And born to justify unto these times,

Venus, the queen of Love, was but thy figure,

And all her graces prophecies of thine,

To make our last age best.    I could dwell ever

Here, and imagine I am in a temple,

To offer on this altar of thy lip,              \Kisses her often.

Myriads of flaming kisses, with a cloud

Of.....l sighs breathed from my heart,

Which, by the oblation, would increase his stock,
To make my pay eternal.
Ami. What mean you?
Duke.  That question  is propounded timely:   hadst

thou

Not interrupted me, I should have lost
Myself upon thy lips, and quite forgot
There is a bliss beyond it, which I came for.
Let others satisfy themselves to read
The wonders in thy face, make proud their eye,
By seeing thine, turn statues at thy voice.
And think they never fix enough to hear thee.
A man half dead with famine would wish here
To feed on smiles, of which the least hath power
To call an anchorite from his prayers, tempt saints
To wish their bodies on.    Thou dost with ease
Captivate kings with even- beam, and niayst
JL-ead them like prisoners round about the world,
Proud of sudi golden chains; this were enough,
Had not my fate provided more, to make me
Believe myself immortal in thy touches.
Come to thy bed, transform me there to happiness;
Pi laugh at all the fables of the gods,

a Something appears to ha^e dropped out here.